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Chapter VII. 


ATRICIA and Mary came early the next day, but not too 
early for Fay, who met them at the gate with brooms and 
mops loaned by good Mrs. John, and her dainty hands 
covered with enormous canvas gloves. There was a bright- 
ness in her eyes and a ring in her voice that had not been 

(&® 2S |) there the day before, and the happy greeting she gave the 

little girls seemed as fresh and unstudied as the bird notes from the trees. 

around the old house. Having once made her decision to stay in the 
little gray house at the end of the lane for a while, Fay now entered 
into the house cleaning plans with all the joy and enthusiasm of a child. 

The two children hopped about her with exclamations of surprise and 

pleasure, for they, too, were ready for work. 

The doors and windows were again thrown open to the sunlight 

and fresh air. Old John had turned on the water and brought over a 

load of wood and kindling, and the groceryman delivered a box of 

supplies which were waiting for clean shelves and an orderly kitchen. 
“Girls, I ought to be ashamed of myself, but do you know, | 
never cleaned house before in my life! I haven’t the faintest idea how 
to go about it or what to do first, but we can learn, can’t we?” 
““What did you do when the house got dirty? Didn’t you clean 
it?” asked Patricia; “I mean the houses you’ve been living in, since 
you used to live here.” 
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“I was never in a place long enough to get it dirty, I guess,” 
laughed Fay, pulling a dust cap down tight over her lovely hair. 
“There was always someone else ready to do things for me, and that 
makes a difference, too. But we're going to do this ourselves, aren’t 
we? Mrs. John wanted to come over and help, but I wouldn’t let 
her. I want to work myself, get my hands and face dirty, and be 
real tired from hard work, just to see how it feels to be a scrub lady! 


And now that I have found this dust cap, I know if I look around I'll 
find an old dress of some kind to work in. Old Auntie, my nurse, 
used to wear striped gingham dresses, and surely she must have left one 
around here some place.” 

Fay rummaged around in the drawers of an old dresser, and ex- 
claimed, “‘Here’s one! And it’s yellow with age, but it’s clean, and 
here’s a big checkered apron—oh, how well I remember these dresses’ 
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and these aprons! Why, it seems only yesterday that Auntie stood in 
the doorway, wearing dresses and aprons like these, and scolded me 
for having lost my hair ribbon or torn my frock or run away from 
home!”” Fay was changing her clothes for the newly found ones, 
while she talked, and presently she announced, “‘Now I’m ready; ‘Lay 
on, Macduff!’ Let’s begin at the kitchen.” 

“Oh, I don’t want to do the kitchen! I want to fix up the book 
shelves and clean the books, and ‘range them the way they ought to 
go,” announced Mary, who seldom did anything that did not suit her 
own fancy. 

“But if we all three work together it will be so much more fun, 
and then we'll get through with one big thing at a time,” began Fay; 
but Patricia interrupted her with, “Oh, Miss Fay, just let Mary do 
what she wants; she never works at anything, anyway! She'll only 
be in the way—she won't even clean up the book cases.” Which in- 
deed seemed to be true, for the first book Mary’s hands fell upon hap- 
pened to be one she had never read, and even before Patricia had 
finished speaking, Mary was curled up on the couch, lost to everything 
but the story book. “A regular story-book girl!” sighed Fay with a 
smile, “It’s exactly what I used to do—poor auntie!”’ 

Fay and Patricia started with the kitchen, and all day long they 
worked—long after Mary had gone home. They washed the tables 
and chairs and floor and windows, after first having cleaned the dust 
from the walls and ceiling. The rusty stove was polished, and new 
oilcloth was tacked on shelves and sink board. The groceries were 
neatly lined up in the now spotless cupboard; some dainty white cur- 
tains were found in a chest up stairs, and they added the last touch to 
the lovely old fashioned kitchen. Pat clapped her hands with delight, 
and Fay caught hold of her and danced for joy. “‘Isn’t it dear, isn’t 
it sweet!”” they exclaimed, and hugged each other with delight. 

Patricia was radiant! She had never been so happy in her life! 
Everything Miss Fay had touched during the day had had a story of 
some kind. It reminded Fay of this or that, and Patricia had listened 
with her little mind open to every hint, every suggestion, until it seemed 
as though she herself had been a little girl and played with Miss Fay 
in that long ago. She began to know all about “Auntie,” the old nurse 
who used to scold and punish and pet, and spoil and feed and bathe, 
and comb out Fay’s long red curls. Miss Fay had queer ideas about 
birds and flowers and trees talking and singing and being friendly, just 
the same as Pat had, and when Miss Fay had told of her robin friend 
who came and made fun of her whenever she cried, Patricia knew just 
exactly what Fay meant, and yet none of her family had ever believed 
Patricia when she recounted some of her like experiences! 
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“T’m so glad you understand,” the child said once to the woman. 
“When I talk to other people about my flower friends, they think I’m 
silly; they don’t understand, and it makes me feel so lonely, sort of 
homesick, even when I am at home.” 

Fay had paused at the child’s remark, and for a moment a wistful 
look came into her own eyes. “I’m glad you understand, too, little 
Pat, for it’s a lonesome old world when no one understands and—and 
I was in real neéd of an understanding friend just when you found me. 
Every one is lonesome in this way, and it is only occasionally that we 
find a friend, one who thinks and feels as we do ourselves. You won’t 
always understand me, and I won’t always understand you, but we 
have a common meeting place in this little gray house, and when we 
are here we will talk about our ‘queer’ thoughts and we'll be able to 
understand each other. Oh, Pat dear, I’m so glad you found me!” 

“But I didn’t find you; you just came,” said Patricia. 

“Tt was your thought that called me out of that big, lonely place 
they call the world and brought me here where—oh, I’ve been so 
happy ever since I decided to stay!” 

They stood at the gate now, ready to go home for the night. 
“Tomorrow, Pat, let’s start on the bedrooms, and then I will stay here 
all night, instead of going over to Mrs. John’s. Do you think maybe 
your mother would let you stay with me sometimes? We'd have 
great fun! We'd get our supper, and make candy afterward, and 
toast marshmallows, and pop corn and—and lots of things. Do you 
think your mother’d let you?” 

“Oh, oh, oh, wouldn’t that be fun! I'll go right home now, and 
ask her. And Miss Fay, be sure and be early tomorrow, because we 
have a lot of work, if we are to do the bedrooms.” 

Patricia waved her hand and Fay turned toward Mrs. John’s. 
She was happy, had been happy all day; her face and hands had been 
dirty, and her back ached from hard work; if there had been shadows 
in the old house she had refused to see them, and now—well, now she 
was hungry, “And I won’t have to be rocked to sleep, either.” 


(To be continued.) 


Whoever you are, be noble; 
Whatever you do, do well; 
Whenever you speak, speak kindly ; 
Give joy wherever you dwell. 


—Selected. 
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ROM umber of Peter Pan caps in the December pic- 
F tures, I think a lot of children received Wee Wisdom for 

Christmas. - You know, I even saw Mr. Fillmore wearing 
Gia Peter Pan cap the other day. Have you gotten yours 
§ yet? You remember that all you have to do is get five 
”_* —"}| new subscriptions to Wee Wisdom, and Peter Pan will 
send you one of his caps. 

And what do you think? Peter Pan has received a letter from 
a ‘bachelor maid,” who has sent in five subscriptions to Wee Wisdom. 
Some of these subscriptions were sent in last year, before Wee Wis- 
dom grew so much larger. Last year’s things would hardly fit now. 
But she will get a cap, and will be a sure-enough third degree member 
of the Peter Pan Club when she has sent in five up-to-date sub- 
scriptions. 

She wants to organize a Peter Pan Club, too, but you know 
there is only one Peter Pan Club, and it has only one general meeting 
each month. We would suggest a Booster Club, in this case. Royal 
will tell you all how to proceed, if you write him. Of course this 
Booster Club can join in the monthly hikes, and can take hikes of their 
own. Peter Pan goes with everybody and every crowd, where joy 
and youth are prominent. 

Now what shall we do this month, and where shall we go? 

“Let’s go North, where there is lots of snow, so we can go coast- 
ing,” says Harold. 

“No, let’s go South, where the birds are,” says May. 
“Oh, let’s go both places, Peter Pan, so we can see it all,” says 


Joe. 
I know why you wish to take such a long trip, Joe; you have a 
new Peter Pan cap, and want to see if you can fly any better with that 


big feather for a rudder. Any way, I think it is a good idea. What 
do the rest of you think about it? 
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“Both places!” you all shout, so let’s be off. 

I believe that northern Minnesota—or Canada— would be a fine 
place. Why not Lake of the Woods? It is in Canada, and comes 
clear down to the Minnesota line. 

“All right; here we come, Peter Pan, and we aze bringing our 
skates and sleds.” 

““Why the skates and sleds?” 

““Because it is cold in that part of the country in January, and 
there is probably lots of snow and ice.” 


“Right, you are. Down there, below us, is the lake, and we will 
land over here, where the ice seems best. First, we will build a fire, 
for skating and sleigh rides are hardly complete without a fire.” 

While we are gathering dry sticks, some one notices how strong 
and sturdy the trees look. Some one else says, ““How clear and sweet 
the air is!” 

Yes, cold weather is a great purifier, and a great thing to develop 
strength. Every time it gets cold it helps to purify us and everything 
about us, and to make us strong and sturdy. We will not catch cold 
like some folks do, if we always remember this. 

By this time the lake is covered with merry skaters, and a big 
roaring fire is blazing on the bank to add cheer to our party. From 
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such joy and activity I am sure there will develop some healthy ap- 
petites, so we will have roasted sweet potatoes, Irish potatoes, fried 
eggs, and toasted bread. 

“Now for a sleigh ride!” is the first shout I hear after lunch is 
eaten and camp cleaned up. All right; line up on your sleds, and I’ll 
take you for a spin over the plains and through the woods, for an hour 
or so. Then we must be off for the sunny South to see what it is like 


4 


' 
if 


down there. Away we go over the snow clad plain, through the 
woods, up hill and down, around sharp curves, as fast as youth and 
joy can take us, until we are ready to fly to the South. Then discard- 
ing our sleds, up, up we go, and soon, like a great flock of water fowl, 
we are sailing across the country in a southeasterly direction; across 
Minnesota, Wisconsin, Illinois, Indiana, Kentucky, Tennessee, 
Georgia we fly, and then we see far below us, a great body of land 
running out into the ocean. We know at once that this is Florida; and 
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as it is very nice and warm down there, we land, right in the center of 
a beautiful palm garden. Such a change from the pleasures of the 
forenoon! From snow-covered fields, ice and trees with no leaves, to 
green grass, full-leaved trees, birds, flowers and all kinds of summer 
surroundings. 

Immediately we become interested in all these things, but espe- 
cially in the date palm trees, with those great bunches of dates. Many 
of us have never seen dates, except those that come from the corner 
grocery. But here they are, honest-to-goodness dates, growing right 
before our very eyes. Sometimes bunches of dates become so heavy 
they have to be tied up, to keep from breaking the large stem. And 
do you notice the peculiar leaves of the date palm? 


The warm air, so soon after our sport in the cold air, makes us 
sleepy ; so back home we go, meaning to visit this wonderful land of the 
sun again, some time.- But we now know better than ever that on the 
first of January boys and girls in different parts of the world are living 
under very different conditions. Now, get your geography or map, 
and locate the places we were today, and see if you can learn what 
makes this difference in temperature. 


In the North and in the extreme South, the new year is beginning 
in the cold; but at the equator it is beginning in the warm air, with birds 
and flowers everywhere. So for people, it begins for some in a cold, 
cold heart, but for others in a very warm heart; but I know that for 
every Peter Pan boy and girl, whether one or one hundred years old, 
it begins in a heart full of joy and youth. 


A DISPUTE 


Tom and Joe quarreled, 
I’ve heard people tell; 
About a queer animal 


Hid in a shell. 


“T tell you it walks, sir!” 
Said Tommy to Joe; 

“Tt swims,” said Joe loudly, 
“T’ve seen and I know!” 


“Tt walks!”—“‘No, it swims!’’"— 
And the boys grew quite wroth, 
But the turtle peeped out, 
Saying, “I can do both.” 
—Selected. 
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ALICE 
(IN WONDERLAND) 


series. The Christmas story, which was really the third in the series, was used 
first, because it fitted in with the spirit of the time. Our February Wee Wisdom 
will contain the second story.—Eb1Tor. ] 


amuse himself by watching the bumble bees buzzing lazily 
in and out of the flowers. He had just been dressed for 
® || the afternoon and told that he must keep himself clean. 
After a while, however, he found it quite impossible to sit 
still, for he was such a very little boy. So he thought he 
would just walk as far as the garden gate and come back. But when 
he had walked that far, he found the woods just beyond so very 
tempting that he couldn’t stay in the yard any longer, so out he went. 

When he had gone a little way into the woods, or so it seemed 
to him, what should he see but a queer little person all dressed in brown, 
with a nasturtium for a hat, and a very large thorn which he used as 
acane. Peter could hardly tell whether he was a boy or aman. To 
be sure he jumped about in a surprisingly lively manner, but then there 
was the cane, and all the men Peter knew who carried canes were 
very old indeed. 

Peter soon recovered from his surprise enough to ask the little 
brownie (for it was nothing more nor less than that) whether he was 
a boy oraman. The brownie laughed merrily and said, 

“Now which do you think >” 

Peter replied, “I don’t quite know. You see you act just like 
the jolly little boy I play with, but your cane is so like the one my 
grandfather carries.” 

Puck, for this was his name, thought that was a very good joke 
and turned three summersaults in the air. 

“Well you see,” he said, “I am old in years but in reality I am 
quite as young as you are. I probably know more than you do on 
account of my having lived such a long time, but never fear, if you 
keep your eyes and ears open as | have, you will get to know quite 


P ETER was sitting disconsolately upon the porch, trying to 
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alot. In the first place, do get off that ant hill,” for Peter had ground 
his little heel into the ant-hill and quite demolished it. 

‘That is the ants’ home you are so calmly demolishing. They 
have never done you any harm, have they? Of course not, and they 
never will. Come this way and I will tell you what the ants are 
doing,”’ and Puck led the way to another ant hill farther on. 

“See those ants?” he asked. “They are storing up food for 
the winter. They are most thrifty little creatures. They collect grain 
and honey and store them away. ‘Those over there in a little group to 
themselves are cleaning themselves up, just as nurse does you.” 

“But how do they get the grain and honey? And what do 
they clean themselves with?” asked Peter. 

Puck answered, “These are the agricultural ants who gather vari- 
ous kinds of grain and bring it home. Some of the ants who stay at 
home take the grain that is brought in and store it away in underground 
granaries. The honey is gathered by an entirely different set of ants. 
They gather it from trees and bushes, and then they go home and some 
of the other ants take the honey from them and put it away so they 
can have it to eat with their grain, for ants like honey with their meals 
the same as you and | do.” 

““You also asked me how they clean themselves. If you will look 
at one very closely you will find that there are hairs on each of its 
legs. ‘These are used very much as one uses a brush. Their tongues 
are covered with fine hairs too which are used asa sort of sponge or 
wash-rag. In much the same way cats and dogs use their tongues, you 
know. So you see, the ant is quite as clean in its way as you are in 
yours, and it doesn’ t protest against being cleaned up as some little 
boys I know do.” 

“Oh,” exclaimed Peter, “I didn’t know ants were such important 
little creatures. I never shall step on them any more. I’m so glad you 
told me about them.” 

Puck assured Peter that it was a pleasure to tell him about the 
little people of the wood. 

“Tt keeps them from being hurt or killed by you boys,” he said. 
“You don’t really mean to harm them I am sure, only you don’t know 
or stop to think that all living things have feeling and the right to live 
and be happy.” 

Just .then Peter thought he heard mother calling him, so he ran 
home, forgetting how disobedient he had been. His mother didn’t 
scold, but kissed him, and sent him upstairs t6é the nursery to get his sup- 
per. Nurse thought he was unusually quiet, but attributed it to a guilty 
conscience, but you and I know better; we know it was the quaint 
little man in brown and the fascinating story about the ants. 
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DOLLY’S PETTICOAT 


ET US make a simple gathered petticoat, 
which is made from a straight breadth of 
material, gathered on a band. Ask mother 

to show you the length and breadth re- 
quired for your dolly. First, join the 
two ends of the material together half at 
the length, in a flat fell seam, leaving the 
other half of material open to form the 
placket. Seams are used to fasten one 
piece of material to another, and there are many kinds of seams; as we 
go on with these lessons, we shall learn to make them all. In a flat 
fell, both of the raw edges of the material are hidden. To make a flat 
fell, join the two edges together, with one edge about a quarter of an 
inch below the other. Baste an equal distance from the lower raw 
edge, and sew with a running stitch, with now and then a back stitch 
to make the seam stronger. Pull out the basting thread when finished, 
turn the seam down flat, the wide edge over the narrow one, first turn- 

~ Ing under the raw edge, then basting and hemming. Be sure to begin the 
seam at the place where the placket is to begin, and sew to the end of 

the seam, keeping the narrow, raw edge on top. See sketch | and 2. 

Turn a hem at the lower edge of the petticoat an inch wide, using 

a notched card as a guide to keep it even, as you fold and baste. Finish 

with the hemming stitch, which is a slanting stitch taken from right 
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to left first through the material under the folded-over hem, and then 
upward, in a slanting line toward the left shoulder, into the edge of 

“ the hem. See sketches 3 and 4. The 
stitches must be as small and as regu- 
lar as you can make them; take each 
stitch in advance of the last one. 

Before turning the hem in the pet- 
ticoat, practice turning hems on pieces 
of paper until you can do it well. Re- 
member! the hem must first be basted, 
then hemmed. 

The placket is an opening in 
clothes to give space so they can 
slipped on easily. 

We must make a placket in 
Dolly’s petticoat, so it can be put over 
her head and shoulders. The placket 
is made at the top of the back seam, 
which we left open for this purpose. 
First, make a narrow hem on the left side, taking up just as much ma- 
terial as you used in the flat fell. Now, snip into the material on the 
right side at the end of the seam, to turn the hem on this side, which 
should be twice the width of the one on the left side. After you have 
finished the hem, fold the entire width of the hem over on the left side 
of the placket. This will make a plait in the petticoat just below the 
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placket. Sew the wide hem over the narrow hem, with a row of firm 
backstitches. See the placket sketches. 

The top of the petticoat must now be gathered on to the band. 
Gathering is used to give fullness, and to draw the fullness into smaller _ 
spaces. ‘The stitch used is very much like the running stitch, except 
that the spaces between stitches are longer than the stitches. A band 
for the petticoat is a double fold of straight material, cut lengthwise. 
It must be the correct size of the waist, allowing for the turn-under 
edge and lap-over ends. Divide the belt and the petticoat exactly in 
half, and make a notch in each; pin the petticoat to the band with 
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notches matching, and pin the ends of the placket to the band, allow- 
ing for the turn-under. Now, take a coarse thread and sew, about a 
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WHEN FINISHED 

quarter of an inch from the raw edge of the petticoat, and draw the 
material to the size of the band. Arrange the gathers evenly, and 
baste. Sew with a back stitch, fastening the ends of the thread se- 
curely. Then turn over the raw edge of the band, folding under, as 
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GATHERING SET 

for the first turn of a hem, turning under at the same time the ends of - 
the band. Baste directly over the other row of stitching, then hem. 
Sew a snapper on the band to fasten it together. 


THOUGHT-PIRATES 
RoBERT WATERMAN (age 14) 


It was a hot afternoon in July, and Shep, Jimmie’s collie, was 
lying in the shade of Jimmie’s favorite apple tree. Jimmie himself was 
sitting in the crotch of a big limb, swinging his legs. He was doing 
something that most little boys of his age seldom do—he was thinking. 
Thinking about a story he had read of pirates. He rather liked ’em. 

Mrs. Barnes, Jimmie’s mother, had been receiving Unity liter- 
ature, and was very much interested. She had subscribed for Wee 
Wisdom for Jimmie, and now, just as he was busy thinking about the 
fascinating pirates, she called to him to tell him that Wee Wisdom 
had arrived. He went into the house after it, and returned to his tree. 
As he interestedly turned the pages, he found a poem about thought- 
pirates. He had wanted to be a pirate, but when he read this, he 
changed his mind. He took the story to his mother, and she was more 
firmly convinced than ever in Unity’s teaching, for instead of thinking 
of pirates, Jimmie decided to think about better things, and to join the 
Booster Club. 
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DANIEL WEBSTER THE BOY 
By AUNT RUTH 

Who loves a true story? Well, this is a true story. It was in 
my school reader, years and years ago. It is about two boys, Ezekiel 
and Daniel Webster, and it is also about their father. 

They lived on a farm, and the boys had a garden all their own. 
They had beets and onions and potatoes and turnips, and they pulled 
out every tiny weed that dared to start there. 

Their father was proud to show that garden to his friends. Ev- 
ery morning the boys went to see the fine growing vegetables. But 
one morning a visitor went into the garden before daylight, and when 
the boys came, they saw the turnips torn up from a corner of the turnip 
patch, and pieces of leaves withering on the ground. 

Ezekiel thought a woodchuck must have done the mischief; so 
that night they set a trap, and sure enough they caught a woodchuck. 
Ezekiel wanted to kill it at once, but pity welled up in Daniel’s heart 
when he saw the helpless little animal, and he begged his brother to let 
it go, appealing to their father to save its life. 

The father agreed to be the judge in a trial for the woodchuck’s 
life. E:zekiel, who was the older brother, was to give his plea first. 

“That woodchuck,” said Ezekiel, “has already damaged our 
garden, and will do much greater damage if we let him go; he is a 
thief, and the only way that we can save our garden is by killing him. 
It is foolish, after having trapped him to let him go, knowing that he 
will ruin our garden. We need the vegetables, and our needs come 
first. We have worked hard to grow these things, and they are ours. 
It is not sensible to let a worthless creature like that destroy what has 
cost us so much and which will be worth so much to us:” 

It was said that the father looked with pride at Ezekiel, thinking 
his arguments very good. ‘Then turning to Daniel he said, “It is 
your turn now.” 

“That woodchuck,” said Daniel, “is not a thief; he takes his 
food wherever he finds it, because that is his nature. God made him 
that way. We should not begrudge him the good he takes from our 
gardens. God gave him life; we can take it but we can’t give it back 
again, and we have no right to take his life. He hasn’t hurt anyone, 
and he sits there watching us in fear, unable to speak and beg for his 
life, helpless and at our mercy.” 

“Ezekiel,” said the father, forgetting his part as an impartial 
judge, and wiping away the tears that his son’s earnest plea called 
forth, ““Ezekiel, you let that woodchuck go.” 

How many of you have read the story? Who thinks as Daniel 
thought? 
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There was a big giant lived upon the bill, 

Whom people below called Bug-a-Boo Bill; 

With tales of this creature, they kept in a fright 
Their poor little children, by day and by night. 

They told of the things that he did after dark, 
GAhen down from the Hill he would stroll for a lark; 
For they said, "If by any way he could contrive, 
He'd catch little children and eat them alive.’ 

HE they'd miss anpthing, from a nail to a horse, 
"Twas certain old Bug-a-Boo took it, of course. 
They'd blame him for this, and thep’d blame him for that, 
They'd count on his stealing their dog or their cat; 
ith all these wild tales his bad name got about 
"Till the people decided to drive him clear out. 


They gathered together their men vy the score, 
And armed them completely, then 
armed them some more. 
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Rext sharpened their weapons to razor-like edge 
And piled ammunition behind every Hedge; _ 

They had swords, and had pistols,and cannons galore, 
And each little child a great battle-ax bore. | 

They waited till things on the hill seemed quite still, 
Then marched to dispense with old Bug-a-Boo Bill. 
Their colors were flying, and all hearts were gay 
As they swept up the hill in splendid arrap; 

All peaceful and quiet, unaware of the—trap, 

Old Bill, in his yard, was taking a nap; | 

De little suspected that not far below 


‘Bis neighbors were armed to strike him a blow. 


So nearer-and nearer the multitude crept, 


| Ghile still in sweet dreams old Bug-a-Boo slept 


‘Gill right at his feet they were readp to charge, | 
THith their weapons so sharp and their courage so large. 
Now, _a weary old fly, quite by chance took repose, 


At this critical time; on fhe end of Bill’s nose; 


Then deep from the sleeping one, came a great groan 
TAbich meant for the fly to let him alone. 

Now a giant, you know, is a man so immense 

That even his groan makes a noise so immense, 
That beside it the roar of the cannon and such, 
HSeem so guiet and tame pou don’t notice them much. 
Row, this one little groan, with a toss of his arm, 
Were reasons sufficient to cause great alarm 

To this brave standing army, so away in a scat 
They scattered, some this way, and some running that; 
But down to the valley, all pell-mellahep fled, 

To Hide in their cellars and under the ed. 


Row perhaps Wve misled pou and made you suspect 
That they all fled away, but that isw’t correct, 
For one little bop/ had such interest to see 
How, big a big giant in bigness could be~- 
That he stayed there-vebhind, when the vest fled away, 
For he wanted to see, and decided to stay. ~ 
He heard the great roar, and then saw the whp, 
And straightway drove off the troublesome fly. 
He was thinking quite~hard, in his own little head---- 
The Sante, J mightladd,/like the giant’s, was red. 
The thought that intpressed Him, impressed him a Lot, 
Was that giants were onl big.men, like as not; 
And the/more that He reagored, the less he felt tright; 
Be awakened old Bilk-to-put himself right. 
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The giant, on seeing him, didn’t arise, j 
/ But sat ‘up and wiped the sand from his eves; / 
Then he said, "How-d’-u-do,” in the pleasantest ways / 

And hoped his young caller was pleased with the dap. 
Said Bill, "FS have lived here most two hundred pears, 


/And through neighbors’ neglect have shed many tears; 


have heard that these rushes of waters below 
Are said to be caused by the melting of snow. + 


Gil false, you map tell them, for up on the bil ~~~ 


"Twas the tears of poor, lonesome old Bug-a-Boo Bi 
Wihy didn’t J go to them down there below 

Sly friendliness, in such manner to sho 

This very same thing in the past once’ J tried, 

But they all rudelp fled and attempred to hide. 

Now, Im just as bashful as bas ful can be, 

And JF wouldn't see them if the ‘wouldn’t see me; 
So with heart full of sadness ‘4 returned to the pill, 
And as pou notw see, J am Moing here still. 


// 
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FISH POND 
(1) I have different kinds of fish in my fish pond. I will tell you 


something about each kind, and then you may name them. 
1. A fish that comes up in the morning. 
2. Two that we see in the evening. 
3. A fish that purrs. 
4. Two that are taken out of the ground. 
5. A fish that autos run on. 
6. One that helps us to write. 
7. A fish that barks. 

8. One having a name of the earth. 

9. One that travels through the air. 

0. A fish that vegetarians eat. 


— 


(2) PIED CAPITALS 


Evord. Shasealelta, Nsootb, Ntesolarhc, Gymnretomo, 
Dneecivpor, Pylomai, Rbgrriahus. 


(3) What kind of a tree is: 


A part of a girl’s dress and a part of a door? 

A kind of goods and a material used in building > 
The figures on a calendar and a part of the hand? 
Two of a kind? 


An animal and a building material ? 


SOLUTIONS TO LAST MONTH'S PUZZLES 


(1) Learn life’s little lessons and in life’s larger lessons excel. 
(2) Merry Christmas to the Wees. May the Spirit of peace and 
good will abide in your hearts, and bring you every blessing. 


(3) 1, Skates; 2, Wagon; 3, Handkerchief; 4, Necktie; 5, Slippers. 
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ROYAL, SECRETARY 
Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 
Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak 
no evil. 

Requirement for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month before the 


date of issue. 
Kansas City, Mo. 

Dear Boosters—Christmas is drawing near again, with its love and 
good cheer. I suppose all the Boosters are planning what they will do for 
some one a little less fortunate than themselves. Last Sunday I attended 
the Booster meeting at Unity. They are planning on making gifts to the 
little boys and girls at Mercy Hospital. Don’t you think those children 
will be happy to receive the gifts, especially those little ones who have no 
father or mother to take care of them? We are planning to organize a 
Senior Booster Band, for Boosters who are fifteen and over. It is pretty 
cold here just now. I hope it does not get so cold as Michigan. With best 


wishes for a merry Christmas and happy New Year. Your fellow booster, 
Earnest Baltzell. 


Evidently Earnest forgot that this was the New Year number, 
but then it’s a good thing to have a merry Christmas in our hearts the 


year ‘round. 
San Jose, Call. 


Dear Wees—I joined the Good Words Club last year, and I would 
also like to join the Booster Club, if I may. I have had some wonderful 
help from the Truth, and am sure that it is a very good thing for all people 
to know. My aunty says I use less slang than the ordinary school girl, 
thanks to the Good Words Club. I used to attend Mrs. Wiggin’s Center 
in San Francisco, Cal., but I have lived in San Jose since July, so now I 
attend the Center here. I would like very much to hear from some of the 
Boosters. My address is, in care of Mrs. H. L. Dobbins, Wheatland, 
Yuba Co., California. Don’t forget that I want to be enrolled as a 
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Booster, please. Mother is going to send for a pin for me. Your true 
Booster, Galen Sayle Ward. 


We know that wherever you are, you will be a good Booster, 
Galen, and we welcome you to the Club. 


Imperial, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—lI received my pin a few days ago, and like it 
very much. I wore it to school, and my class mates asked me all about it, 
just as I thought they would. I think there will be no trouble in starting a 
Booster Club. We have lived in this neighborhood for over two years, 
and if any of you should visit in this part of California, I am sure you 
would think all the children Boosters, though they don’t belong to the Club. 
My baby brother is a real Booster, even if he is only three months old, for 
when mamma thinks she is too tired to take another step, he gives her a 
sweet smile, and then she is good for another mile. I would like a letter 

from some of the Wees. Lovingly, June Hartshorn. 


June has made a wonderful discovery, and that is that belonging 
to a Club doesn’t make a Booster; but the desire in our hearts to let the 
Good shine forth at all times, makes Boosters of us all, whether we 
know it or not! Good for you, June. 

Trenton, Mo. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou will see by the enclosed that I have been 
trying my hand at puzzles again, and I hope they may be accepted for 
the Puzzle Page. I find this page very interesting and puzzling. I am so 
eager to know what the second vegetable is, in the second puzzle. I sup- 
pose I shall soon know, as Wee Wisdom is about due. We had our first 
snow last night, making this an ideal Thanksgiving Day. I have many 
things to be thankful for, and one is that I know Wee Wisdom and receive 
it every month. I have made some splendid friends through Wee Wisdom, 
and trust I may make more. Yours sincerely, Helen Packer. 


The “puzzle lady” is very grateful for your assistance, Helen, 
and thanks you for the ones enclosed, which will be used soon. We 
are very glad to have our readers take a personal interest in Wee Wis- 
dom, and to help us make it the very best magazine for children, on 
the market. 

Kansas City, Mo. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Though I have been acquainted with you for 
some time, this is my first letter to you. I am acquainted with all the Unity 
Boosters, being a member of that Club. I want to tell you of one of my 
demonstrations. There was a wart on my face which did not look well, 
and one day I happened to think that this wart didn’t belong on my face, 
and that God did not want it there. I told it to go away, and it did, and 
I know it will never return. Your friend in Truth, Harriet Kyler. 
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The Unity Boosters are “up and doing.” They use their knowl- 
edge of Truth in every way, and some of their demonstrations are 
really remarkable. 


St. Louis, Mo. 
Dear Wees—‘“Hurrah for the St. Louis Boosters!”” We can just 
hear you all saying those words. Here is our good report: Saturday, 
November 29th, from two to seven p. m., we held a bazaar in the Sunday 
School room of the St. Louis Church of Divine Science, and it surely was 
a success. We cleared two hundred dollars, which we have presented to 
the church as a Christmas gift! How’s that for boosting? We raffled 
kewpie dolls, crocheted rug, a cut glass water set, toys, handkerchiefs, 
towels, aprons, and fancy work, at different booths. We also served 
lunch. Beside all this, we had so much fun. Every one was just as happy 
as he could be, and only bright, smiling faces were to be seen. We are 
now planning for a Christmas party, which we are sure will also be a suc- 
cess. With love to Boosters all over the world, and wishing you all a very 
merry Christmas and the happiest New Year possible, we remain, lovingly 

yours, TRUTH SEEKERS BoosTER CLus, Rose A. Schleich, Sec. 


Here’s another live Booster band, and we congratulate them 
heartily on their splendid success. You see, fellow Boosters, nothing 
can keep the fellow from succeeding who knows where to look for his 
success, and evidently the St. Louis Boosters have known this, and 
put it into practice. 

Philadelphia, Pa. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—A few days ago, I was out in the country for 
over Sunday, and had such a splendid time. I rode horseback, and played 
in a hayloft with a boy. I was ten years old November seventh, and my 
grandparents gave me a big party. My! we had a fine time. Not long 
ago, when I was riding in the machine with my aunt, she accidentally 
slammed the door on my fingers, and she told me to put my fingers in hot 
water, etc., but I just sat still and thought, “‘God is life,” and by the time 
we reached home my fingers were all right. With love to all the Wees, 

Dorothy Henry. 


We are very proud of our Wees who apply the Truth as you 
did, Dorothy, and it assures us that you are making practical use of 


Wee Wisdom’s teaching. 


St. Louis, Mo. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou will come in a week or so, and I shall be 
very glad to see you. I enjoy you from cover to cover, and have made 
many splendid friends through your pages, and I expect to make more. 
Why don’t more of the Wees give their addresses? I think that is a 
splendid idea. My brother and I are doing fine at school. My brother 
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will graduate in June, but I just started last January. My brother's last 
report card contained all E’s, and my grades were all E but one, and that 
was G. I know Wee Wisdom and Weekly Unity have helped me greatly 
in my school work, and I am very grateful. I am thirteen and my brother 
is seventeen. I am enclosing a story. I would like to hear from more of 
the Wees. My address is 4029A McPherson Ave. Your loving Wee, 
Iona Brodbeck. 


We are glad to find our Wees learning that all the resources of 


the one Mind are open to them, and that God’s Wisdom is for all who 
will receive it. 


Lawton, Okla. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I am writing to ask for a Booster pin. My 
grandmother paid your traveling expenses, when she was visiting us last 
summer. I love to have you visit me, and I wish you came every week in- 
stead of every month. Yours lovingly, Jra Josephine Hallingshead. 


Wee Wisdom enjoys her visits to your home, Ira, and we are sure 
you and she will always be good friends. 


Martha Elofson, O’Brine, Washington, writes to inquire about 
joining the Booster Club. She says, “‘I live in the country and have 
nothing to boost but poultry.” That’s a good beginning, Martha. 
Some folks might not even think of that, but it’s good to begin boosting 
whatever you have at hand. We are sure you will find many other 
things to boost before long. Hlere’s a suggestion: Boost loving 
thoughts, kind deeds, good words and everything good and true. We 
consider your letter a request for membership, and have enrolled you 


in the Booster Club. 


Lillian Haiser, of Detroit, Michigan, sends us a little story in 
her very first letter, and she promises to write us another letter soon, 
telling of some demonstrations she has made. 


Lylia Appel, of Prosser, Washington, says that Wee Wisdom 
has helped her greatly in her studies, and last year she averaged E in 
every one. Isn’t that a splendid record? 


Pauline Turleville, of Wilmington, N. C., sends us this little 
verse which she says she likes: 
Jesus wants us all to know, 


(And the Bible tells us so) 
That we must believe, obey, 
Love and serve him every day. 


Thornton, N. H. 
- Dear Royal and All the Boosters—Nearly all of the members of the 
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Sweet Briar Booster Club go to the same school, and for some time many 
of us have thought how nice it would be to have an organ in our school. 
When our teacher, Mrs. Charlotte Conroy, was on her summer vacation, 
she found an organ which the lady said she would sell to us for twenty-five 
dollars, providing the children would earn the money to pay for it them- 
selves. We decided that the best thing to do was to give an entertainment, 
in which each one could have a part, and the Sweet Briar Boosters voted 
to do their very best and to join in with the other schoolmates (who are 
real good boosters too, only they have not yet joined the club), and try to 
make the entertainment a success. The West Thornton Grange told our 
teacher we might have the use of their hall, and by that time it was all “cut 
and dried” that we would have a Hallowe’en entertainment, and the date 
was set for November 1, at eight o'clock sharp. Admission was to be 
twenty-five cents to grown-ups and fifteen cents for children under twelve. 
There would also be refreshments at fifteen cents, and pop corn balls three 
cents each, or two for five cents. The refreshments and popcorn, the par- 
ents and other people in the town promised to donate. At last all was 
ready, and when the curtain went up, the school children were standing on 
the stage, where they gave the opening exercises of the school consisiting of 
the ten commandments, the Lord’s Prayer, flag salute, and the song, “Flag 
of the Free.” They then marched off, and several different ones gave 
recitations; there were dialogues, pianologues, vocal solos, and more songs 
by the entire school. There was also a drill by four boys and eight girls. 
They marched on the stage in costume, and sang a song about jack-o- 
lanterns and goblins. First came the two leaders, boys dressed like the 
pirates (pictures) in Wee Wisdom, and wearing masks made from the 
. patterns there. Then came four ghosts wearing paper bag masks drawn 
over their heads; then a witch and a jack-o’-lantern goblin, both dressed in 
crepe paper dresses; then two fairies, dressed in yellow crepe paper with 
crowns of tinfoil on their heads. They were followed by two small boys, 
dressed as black cats in costumes made of old black stockings. Each one 
carried a lantern made from the pattern in Wee Wisdom. They marched 
about the stage, forming circles, crosses, figures, eights, etc. This was so 
pretty they were called back to repeat it. That concluded the program. 
It was found that the admission fees nearly met the expense of the organ, so 
the refreshments were passed free of charge. A gypsy witch told fortunes 
at five cents each, and was well patronized. The center of the hall was 
cleared, and after the program, boys and girls, papas and mammas, aunts 
and uncles, joined in playing “Drop the Handkerchief;” then someone 
played the piano, and everyone marched round and round the hall. The 
little tots gathered in one corner and listened to stories till the clock said 
twelve. Then every one who had an automobile filled it up, and some even 
made several trips to get the people home, as it had set in for a good rain 
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by this time. You will all agree with me that the evening was a grand 
success when I tell you we cleared twenty-eight dollars, which was enough 
to buy the organ and pay the freight. We are very grateful for the sug- 
gestions in Wee Wisdom for Hallowe’en, and we do hope there will be 
some for Christmas, too. 


My! Wasn’t this a splendid party? Our Booster Clubs are 
doing big things these days, and we at Unity are backing you all with 
the Words of Truth. How you will enjoy that organ, knowing that 
it grew out of your very own efforts! 


Colombo, Ceylon, India. 

My Dear Wees—My small sister and I read Wee Wisdom, and we 
are very fond of it. The enlarged edition is very good indeed. We like 
the large type. We want to be members of the Booster Club. Please 
send us two pins. Sister is Bessie Silva. May God bless you. Yours 
truly, Felix Silva. 


These little guests have traveled a long way to join the Booster 
Club, so let us unite in giving them a right hearty welcome. We trust 
that you will feel so at home that you will attend every meeting. 


Webster Groves, Mo. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I have often thought of writing you, but this is 
my first actual letter. This is our Thanksgiving holiday. I want to make 
three of my friends a Christmas present of Wee Wisdom, so I am sending 
their addresses and will ask you to please send me a bank in which to save 
the traveling expenses, as I intend to demonstrate the money myself. 
Daddy and mother often tell me how you helped me when | was a baby. 
I have had Wee Wisdom visiting me since I was a very little tot; | am now 
eleven. Very truthfully yours, Carl Germann Wiegel. 


Wee Wisdom has had many happy times with Carl, and she is 
very glad of this letter from him, and to know that she is to visit three 
of his friends. She will do her best to please them. 


Hoboken, N. J. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have just started a club. There are five 
members, Edith Taylor, Herbert Taylor, Esther Shipley, Charles Podesta 
and myself. I am sending for a pin. We are corresponding with some of 
the Boosters. We read the Bible Lessons and we like them very much. 
The Magic Pillows are very pretty this: month. With love to all the 
Boosters, we are, 


THE BLUuEsiRD BoosTEeR CLus, Edna Podesta, Pres. 


It has been some time since we heard from you, Edna, but we 
knew that you were true blue and would not forget us. The Bluebird 
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Club has our blessing, and we know it will scatter happiness and sun- 
shine wherever it can. 
Sheffield, Alta., Canada. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Mother reads me one of your stories every 
night, before I go to bed. I love the Wee Wisdom stories, and I want to 
be a Booster, too. I love “Aunt Joy’s Nature Talks” and “Treasure 
Box.” I am only seven. I love to sing, and I make my own songs about 
the birds and flowers and stars, and God’s love in my heart. Before I 
went to sleep last night these little lines came to me: 


I love the God above, 
Who sends the rain 


Showering down in love. 


With love to the Wees, Dorothy Iles. 


This is a beautiful little thought Dorothy has had about the rain 
being showers of Love. It really is showers of Love to the thirsty 
plants and fields. 

New York, N. Y. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—You are a birthday present from my darling 
mother, and I love you very much. Do you know which of your lovely 
pages I like best? It is Peter Pan, for, even though I am a girl, I love 
everything concerning the great out-of-doors. I would like to become a 
Booster. I am sending for a pin, and will try my best to be a loyal Booster. 
I am thankful for many things, but most of all that the great war is at an 
end and our blessed boys home again. With love from a Wee, 

Florence Gruneck. 


We are glad to see the girls becoming interested in Peter Pan and 
his out-of-door trips, and we assure you, girls, you are just as welcome 
as the boys. 

Spokane, Wash. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—You have visited me a number of times, and 
always, as soon as you arrive, I sit right down and begin to read you. I 
live in an apartment house and have no one to play with, so I wish some 
of the Boosters would write to me. My address is 30414 Riverside Ave. 
A motion picture is to be made here in Spokane, and I will be in it, which 
makes me very happy. What does it cost to join the Booster Club, and 
what do you have to do to be a Booster? Are there any Boosters here? 
Mother was sick the other dayy but I told her “God is your health, you 
can’t be sick,” and she is well. With love to all the Boosters and Royal, 

Gwendolyn Hayden. 


There is no cost to joining the Booster Club, and all you have to 
do is to follow the object of the Club, which is to radiate sunshine. 
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There are many Boosters in Spokane, and we feel sure some of them 
will write to you. 


The Little Helpers Booster Club is now fully organized, in 
Minneapolis, and we hear that they are enthusiastic boosters. ‘The 
members of the Club are: Roberta Mulvey, Mary Bonwell, Nina 
Bonwell, Julia and Jennie Morgan. Success to you, Little Helpers! 


Fredrice Johnson, Millboro, S. D., writes to say that he likes 
Wee Wisdom very much. 


Bertha Thompson, Drumwright, Okla., asks the Boosters to hold 


a healing thought for her. Remember, Bertha, “God is your health, 
you can’t be sick.” 


David Witherspoon, Brunswick, Ga., says the Lord is helping 
him every day in his studies, and he trusts that all the Wees are realiz- 
ing the same help. 

Los Gatos, Cal. 

Dear Wees—lI’ve just received October Wee Wisdom, with all its 
interesting letters and stories. Our teacher gave a Hallowe'en party, with 
all kinds of queer surprises. There was a barrel with a ghost that popped 
up whenever we wrote on the barrel. There were other ghosts, too, and 
lots of pumpkins and apples. There were contests and ring games, and a 
witch that stirred our fortunes in an iron caldron. We had a good time and 
lots of fun. A man who is in the Red Cross work here, has made my dog, 
Sportie, a member, and Sportie is so proud. I hear the quail chattering 
down in the brush. It’s very foggy today. This morning | looked into 
the valley where two mountain peaks nearly come together, hiding the 
valley from view. The fog came down and surrounded the top of another 
mountain this side of the peaks, making the whole scene look like an island 
and an ocean. We have afternoon service at our little church, and then 
afterward we stay to Sunday School. The average attendance is seven, 
though some times we have only three or four. This is my last year here. 
I am in the eighth grade. Wee Wisdom has given me many friends and 
correspondents, but a few have forgotten to answer my letters. If Beatrice 
Nelson reads this I trust she will answer my last letter, as I enjoyed hers so 
much. I am sending you a little description of a prune orchard and its 
events in one year. With love to all the Boosters. Harriet Eells. 


We think Harriet would make a good member of the Peter Pan 


Club, as she is so fond of nature. She always sees the beautiful side 
of things. 


We find among our Booster letters this month, one from Judith 
Wallen, of State College, N. M., which was intended for the De- 
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cember number of Wee Wisdom. She copied for us a splendid 
Christmas poem, but as her letter arrived after Wee Wisdom had gone 
to press, we will have to hold the poem until next year. 


Another Christmas letter, too late for publication, was Esther 
Atwood’s, of Syracuse, N. Y. She told of her Sunday School’s in- 
tention to make a happy Christmas for the children of the Day Nursery. 


Irene Washburn, Atlanta, Ga., wants the Boosters to join her in 
prayer for her mother’s health, and for prosperity, also. Remember, 
Irene, God is your help in every need; he is all there is of health and 
prosperity, and he gives of himself just as freely as we will receive. 


The first meeting in the New Year sees new members of the 
Booster Club. Let us all join in a thought of health, happiness and 
prosperity for the new members, and for all the former members as 
well. These are the new members this month: Lucille Cummings, 
Nora Jeffrey, Florence Martin, Samuel D. Martin, Roger Stewart, 
Peter Martin. 


Do you know 
Why the snow 
Is hurrying through the garden so? 
Just to spread 
A nice soft bed 
For the sleepy little flower’s head; 
To cuddle up the baby ferns, and smooth the lily’s sheet, 
And tuck a warm white blanket down around the rose’s feet. 


—Y outh’s Companion. 


SINGING 


Of speckled eggs the birdie sings 
And nests among the trees; 

The sailor sings of ropes and things 
In ships upon the seas. 


The children sing in far Japan, 
The children sing in Spain; 

The organ with the organ man . 
Is singing in the rain. 


—Robert Louis Stevenson, in “A Child’s Garden of Verses.” 
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Lesson 2, JANUARY, I1, 1920. 
PETER AND JOHN HEAL A LAME MAN.—Acts 3:1-16. 

GoLDEN TEXT—Freely ye have received, freely give. 

This is a beautiful lesson of the healing of a man who had always 
been lame. It was his custom to be daily at the door of the temple, begging 
of the people who passed in and out. On this day, as Peter and John 
were going into the temple at the hour of prayer, the man asked alms of 
them. Now, Peter and John knew that they could give this dear man 
something he would value far more than money, so they said to him, “Look 
on us.” The man expected them to give him money, and he must have 
been very much surprised when Peter said to him, “Silver and gold have | 
none; but what I have, that give I thee. In the name of Jesus Christ of 
Nazareth, walk.” On hearing these words, the man did not hes‘tate and 
say, “I am afraid I cannot walk; I have never walked, you know.” In- 
stead, he leaped up and began to walk, and went with the disciples into 
the temple, praising God. The people were astonished at the sight, and 
they must have asked among themselves, “How did it come about? Who 
has done this wonderful thing?”” Two things did it: The power of God, 
and the lame man’s faith. 

Why didn’t Peter and John give the lame man alms, and pass him by > 
Because they knew he would value healing more than money. 

Why did Peter say, ““Look on us”? He did this to call the man’s at- 
tention to the fact that he and John stood for the healing power of Jesus 
Christ, which they desired him to recognize. . 

How can we help the afflicted ones who come across our paths seek- 
ing alms? By speaking a healing word to them, and seeing them whole 
and perfect. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsson—I am strong in the Lord 
and the power of his might. 
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Lesson 3, JANUARY 18, 1920. 
THE BOLDNESS OF PETER AND JOHN.—Acts 4:8-21. 

GoLpEN TEXT—‘“Stand fast in the faith, quit you like men, be 
strong.” 

We find all the people of the church questioning Peter and John con- 
cerning the healing of the lame man. They could not understand the power 
that could work such a wonderful thing. Their question was, “By what 
power, or in what name, have ye done this?” When Peter explained to 
them that it was through the power of Jesus Christ whom they had cruci- 
fied, they were more astonished than ever. They could not deny the work, 
for the man who was healed was standing with them, but they decided 
among themselves that they would forbid Peter and John speaking or 
teaching in the name of Jesus. But these disciples were loyal to their 
Master, and were not so easily forbidden; they would not promise not to 
teach people the Truth, nor to stop their work of healing. The people were 
all glad for the healing which had been done, so the priests and elders of 
the church could do nothing except to threaten Peter and John, and warn 
them not to continue their teaching. 

What do you admire most about Peter and John in this lesson ? 

What would you tell people if you were asked by what power you 
were healing others? 


What was it that would not let Peter and John promise not to con- 
tinue their work of teaching and healing? Loyalty to Christ. 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LESSON—/ am loyal to Jesus Christ 
and the Truth. 


Lesson 4, JANUARY 25, 1920. 


PETER STANDS UP FOR TRUTH AND HONESTY.— 
Acts 5:1-11. 


GoLpEN TExt—The Lord delights in truth and honesty. 


Among the people who agreed to sell all their belongings and put their 
Money into a common fund for the work of Christ, was a man named 
Ananias, and his wife, Sapphira. These people were not as honest as the 
others, and they agreed between themselves that they would sell their land 
and turn over only a part of the money, keeping the rest for themselves. 
First, Ananias came with his money to Peter, but Peter knew he was not 
giving it all. He asked Ananias why he was withholding a part, and he 
explained to him that in doing this he was not lying to men, but to God. 
This frightened Ananias, and he “gave up the ghost.” Now Sapphira 
did not know that Peter knew of their deception, nor did she know of her 
husband’s death, so she also tried to deceive Peter. He reproved her for 
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not being honest, and as he did so, she also feared greatly, and fell down at 
Peter’s feet, and the young men came and carried her out and buried her 
by the side of her husband. 

Can we ever deceive God? No. We cannot hide anything from the 
all-knowing Spirit. 

What kind of a thought made Ananias and Sapphira decide to keep 
back a part of the price of their land, and lie to Peter? Selfishness. 

What must happen to selfishness before we can enter the kingdom of 
heaven? It must die (give “up the ghost”) and be buried out of sight. 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LESSON—“Create in me a clean 
* heart, O God.” 


Lesson 5, FEBRUARY 1, 1920. | 
PETER AND JOHN IN SAMARIA.—Acts 8:4-8; 14-25. 

GoLDEN TExT—Ye shall be my witnesses, . . . unto the uttermost 
part of the earth—Acts 1:8. 

In this lesson we find Peter and John continuing to carry on the great 
work of healing. A certain man, named Simon, saw the wonderful things 
which were being done through these two men, and he thought how nice it 
would be to have this power; so he offered the disciples money if they would 
teach him how to heal. Peter rebuked him and told him that money would 
not purchase the power to do the works of God, but that he must repent of 
his selfishness and pray for forgiveness. Perhaps Simon thought he would 
purchase this power and go about charging people much money for his 
ministry, and so make himself rich, but after Peter had explained to him 
the true spirit of such ministry, he asked Peter to pray for him. 

What kind of a desire should we have in our hearts, when we offer to 
help others? ‘The desire to do loving service, without thought of return. 

What made Peter and John such good healers? The fact that their 
work was done in love for Jesus Christ. 

Explain why Simon could not buy this healing power. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssON—/ cheerfully and willingly 
minister to the needy, after the manner of Jesus Christ. 


Lesson 6, FEBRuarRyY 8, 1920. 
PETER AT LYDDA AND JOPPA—Acts 9:32-43. 
GOLDEN TEXT—The prayer of faith shall save him that is sick, and 
the Lord shall raise him up.—James 5:15. 
This is another wonderful lesson, for in it we read of the raising up of 


a woman who was dead. The people in Joppa heard of all the wonderful 
things Peter had accomplished in Lydda, and when Dorcas died they sent 
for h’m, ask'ng h‘m not to delay, but to come to them at once. When Peter 
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was taken into the room where Dorcas was laid, he found all the neighbor 
women weeping there. But he knelt down and prayed, and then “turning 
to the body, he said, Tabitha, arise.” (Tabitha is another name for 
Dorcas.) “And she opened her eyes; and when she saw Peter, she sat 
up.” Then Peter led her to the people, alive and well, and they all mar- 
veled, and “many believed on the Lord.” 

Through what power did Peter raise this woman from the dead? 
Through the power of the Lord. 

Could Peter have done this if he doubted in his own heart? No. He 
had perfect faith. 

Is death impossible to overcome now? No. Death is not real, and ° 
can be overcome through faith. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—Through faith am I 
made whole. 


Dear Lord, I know 
Thy tender care, 
Heals and blesses 


Everywhere. 


DEW-MAN 
[This poem, written by eight-year-old Hilda Conkling, was first published 


in Poetry. The verses carry beautiful pictures, and we are sure that our Wees 
can get many sweet thoughts from them.—EDbiTor. ] 


The Dew-man comes over the mountains wide, 
Over the deserts of sand, 

With his bag of clear drops 

And his brush of feathers. 

He scatters brightness. 

The white bunnies beg him for dew. 


He sprinkles their fur . ... 
They shake themselves 


All the time he is singing, 
“The unknown world is beautiful!” 


He polishes flowers, 
Humming, “Oh beautiful!” 
He sings in the soft light 
That grows out of the dew; 
Out of the misty dew-light that leans over him 
He makes his song, 
“Tt is beautiful, the unknown world!” 
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THE DEAD OF WINTER 


N THESE still, cold winter nights, we love to sit in front 
of the wood fire, and eat apples and pop corn. It makes 
us so comfy to know how cold it is outside. Sometimes we 
@ raise the curtain and peer out at the mystical, sparkling, 

stilly night, then snuggle quickly back into our warm corner 
before the glowing log. On such nights, the elves and 
fairies seem very close. In the still, outside world, we can almost hear 
their tiny, twinkling voices, and in the crackling flames in the fireplace 
we can fancy them dancing and laughing because they think they are 
fooling us. They may think we do not know that under the still, white 
blanket of snow, a wonderful thing is happening. But we do know— 
at least some of us know. I do not remember just who told me about 
it. I might have learned it from a dancing fairy in the flames. [| al- 
ways did love the flame fairies. At any rate I do know, and in case 
you may not have heard all about it, I will tell you. 
Some folks talk about how dead everything is at this time of year. 
No wonder the fairies laugh. “Way down under the ground, it is as 
busy as a beehive. The Life fairies are going swiftly from seed to 
seed, touching them into wakefulness. When the seeds have yawned 
and stretched a bit, the now fairies slip up and whisper in their ears, 
“‘Look and grow.”” Then the little seed looks into the very center of 
its own self and sees a picture. One seed may see the picture of a 
dear little purple violet, blooming among the grasses in the cool still 
woods. Another may see a golden sunflower reaching for the sun. 
Others may see pictures of daisies or primroses, or blades of grass wav- 
ing in a summer breeze. They may—because it is very still in the 
center of themselves—they may even hear the birds singing and the 
bees buzzing. But whatever the picture, the little seed keeps stead'ly 
looking, and as it looks, it grows. Because the little seeds are steadfast 
and true, and because they grow toward the perfect picture of them- 
selves, our summers are full of beauty and fragrance. If it were not 
for the weeks of preparation and growing which go on long before any 
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sign of it appears above the ground, we would not have all the loveli- 
ness of spring and summer. 

Just as the little seeds grow to the perfect grass or flower, so boys 
and girls can grow and develop into the perfect men and women. 
There is a picture in each of us, and the little know fairy will show it 
to us, and then we must keep looking at it, and growing. 

The next time you sit in front of the fire, look for the flame fairies. 
If they seem to be laughing, you can laugh right back as jolly as they, 
because you know the secret about the dead of winter, which is really 


full of life. 


HAPPY NEW 


Happy is the year that’s gone, 
Happy is the year that’s come, 
Happy, happy, everyone. 


Happy is the heart that’s right, 
Happy in the day or night, 
Happy, happy, free and bright. 


Happy thoughts are like a ring, 
There’s no end to what they bring, 
Happy, happy, everything. 


THE BEST CHOICE 
LILLIAN Halser, (12 years) 


Ruth was a little girl of ten. One day, as Christmas was ap- 
proaching, her mother asked, “Ruth, what would you like for Christ- 


mas? 

Ruth replied, “Oh a doll, dishes, games, books, and ever so 
many things. I really can’t name half.” 

Now Ruth had a twin whose name was Louise. She was a quiet, 
God-loving little child. When mother asked Louise what she would 
like for Christmas, this was her reply: “Mother, I will have Wee 
Wisdom, Sir Smile-Ups, Wee Wisdom’s Way and Love’s Roses.” 

Now which of these girls do you think chose best? 


““Who'll rent my house?” a bluebird cried. 

“Tt’s snugly finished and warm inside. 

I’m going South for a few winter weeks, 

But the sparrow’s my agent if anyone seeks.” 
—Jewels. 
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OUR NEW YEAR SONG < 


Sing a song of New Year, 
Sing it good and strong; hor 

Sing of all the blessings 4 
It has brought along. 


Sing of Health and Plenty, Be, 
Sing of Love and Peace, 
Sing so loud, and full and strong, 


Complaining tongues will cease. 


Sing a song of kindness, 
Sing of happiness; 
Sing of helpful hands reached out, 


Everywhere to bless. 


Sing of untold bounties, 
Sing of wealth untilled; 

Sing till empty hearts and hands 
Are satisfied and filled. 
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